pilgrims on the way to Mecca; Turks in quilted coats
and in European dress; two dervishes with small,
supple limbs and pale faces smoldering with reverie;
and some hard-bitten, sun-scorched soldiers, per-
haps bound for the battle-fields of the Balkan War.
Moving almost as one man they bent, they kneeled,
they touched the floor with their foreheads, leaned
back and again bowed   down.    Their  deep  and
monotonous voices were very persistent in prayer.
And the echoes, like secret messengers, bore the
sound along the arcades, carried it up into the vast
space of the dome, under the transverse arches and
the vaulted openings of the aisles, past the faint
Christ on the wall, and the "Hand of the Con-
queror/' with horrible outspread fingers, the Sweat-
ing Column, and the Cradle of Jesus, to the child in
the blood-red rags.   He stood there where Theophi-
lus entered, under the hidden words, "I am the Light
of the World/' gazing, listening, unconscious of the
marvelous effect his little figure was making, the one
absolutely detached thing* in the mosque. The doves
flew over his head, vanishing down the marble vis-
tas, becoming black against golden distances.   The
murmur of worship increased in power, as more and
more of the faithful stole in, shoeless, to join the
ranks before the tnihrab.    Like incense from a
thurible, mysticism floated through every part of
the mosque, seeming to make the vast harmony
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